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i wake up most days with anxiety to go work, in order to slow my spiral i do a scene, i roll out of 
bed when it is dark out. a scene before work is brief, if i wake up late i will fantasize about a 
potential or previous scene as i rush to get out the door. 



i mount the camera to the ceiling of the apartment, i want to record the way the room sees me 
from above, i want to record the way the buildings in the city see me from above, the ceilings in 
the apartment are not high enough, i want to record the way the people inside the building i 
work at see me from their control room, a version of me. 





platform performance, run underground, swipe, run further underground, across platforms. 



the platform monitor becomes a marker to stand underneath, fragmented-body, the camera 
captures you on the platform as you wait, the yellow warning stripe becomes a runway, step 
away from the edge of the platform, a failing infrastructure that is being monitored 24/7. you 
wait, the camera records. 














repetitive labor is broken apart by trips to the bathroom or a ride in the elevator, for an extended 
break, a walk up to the second floor to walk around the building, i count a dozen cameras on the 
first floor alone, all in the air. above my head, the cameras are looking in various directions, an 
entryway, 3 corridors, and a loading dock, my movements captured from multiple angles. 



i drink more water to take another bathroom break. 




i stare at the blue cutting mat on the desk, my hands in blue rubber latex gloves, a sharp pain in 
my right thumb, there are times my hands and wrists swell, squeeze to load, the manual stapler 
secures the cardboard, mental gymnastics and stacks of product waiting to be packed, my 
POV* surveys the scene, a pan or a gentle tilt, i stand on a 3 x 4 foot rubber mat. 



i keep myself occupied during labor by playing back video in my head, a bookshelf in my brain 
full of video loops, play, pause, fast forward, and rewind, there is footage missing, time passes. 


point of view 







